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STANZAS

ON   THE

SAME   OCCASION.

WHY am I loth to leave this earthly scene !

Have I so found it full of pleasing charms !
Some drops of joy with draughts of ill between:

Some  gleams  of   sunshine   'mid   renewing

storms :
Is it departing pangs my soul alarms ?

Or death's unlovely, dreary, dark abode ?
For guilt, for guilt, my terrors are in arms;

I tremble to approach an angry GOB,
And justly smart beneath his sin-avenging rod.

Fain